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medicine, white man's medicine," he explained.
Immensely flattered, of course, we wanted fur-
ther to know what ailed him.
"Nothing," said he blandly, "nothing at all;
but it seemed an excellent chance to get good
medicine."
After the clinic was all attended to, we retired
to our tents and the screeching-hot bath so grace-
ful in the tropics. When we emerged, in our
mosquito boots and pajamas, the daylight was
gone. Scores of little blazes licked and leaped in
the velvet blackness round about, casting the
undergrowth and the lower branches of the trees
into flat planes like the cardboard of a stage
setting. Cheerful, squatted figures sat in sil-
houette or in the relief of chance high light. Long
switches of meat roasted before the fires. A hum
of talk, bursts of laughter, the crooning of minor
chants mingled with the crackling of thorns. Be-
fore our tents stood the table set for supper. Be-
yond it lay the pile of firewood, later to be
burned on the altar of our safety against beasts.
The moonlight was casting milky shadows over
the river and under the trees opposite* In those
shadows gleamed many fireflies. Overhead were
millions of stars, and a little breeze that wan-
dered through upper branches,
But in Equatorial Africa the simple bands of
velvet black against the spangled brightnesses that
make up the visual night world, must give way